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They were polar opposites 


Author's Notes: 
Original challenge was Summer and |000 words. Well, the Finnish one has that word count. Different things can 


be read between the lines. 


Tony was a winter person. He was at ease in that over half a meter bed of snow, dog bouncing ahead of him. 
He loved to sit in front of the fireplace, tired doggie next to him, his own beloved on the other side, both 


napping away. 


Jani was a summer type. He would rather sit on the grass with a cat on his lap, enjoying the warmth. Maybe 


sitting on the porch or balcony with the guitar, half full lyric book next to the ashtray on the table. Alone. 


It was embedded deep into his memory, Kemi faced a harsh blizzard and Tony didn't want to let the visiting 
redhead go yet. They were finally home, just the two of them. Crackling fire kept them nice and warm. Sonata 
was doing well, second album and a new keyboardist. Tony watched the younger man keenly stare the ceiling. A 
surprise kiss lead to another, not so surprising one, and to a third and so on. Wind howled and beat the walls 


and the trees around the house, inside in the dim lit warmth, two young men living their dream, slowly and 


shyly undressed each other. 


He could never forget it. During winter, Jani was so cold, so apathetic. Those summers.. The redhead only lived 
then. Sitting in the bar terrace, wearing sunglasses, laugh came so easily to his lips. Tony loved those nights, 
when he was dragged to bed or to the tent in the backyard. However, as soon as the chill of fall reached 
them, Jani withdrew into his shell. 


Jani was as cold as Kemi's freezing winter, as warm as the hottest day of the summer. Tony was more even, 
but winter had a strong hold of his heart. Sometimes he felt that Janis heart was frozen, thicker than the ice 
in the harbor. 


Memories dragged on in the fog. Cool night somewhere between the hotel and the venue. Wanting fresh air 
instead of the stuffed air in the bus, they took to the streets. Here and there they saw couples holding hands 
and the short tempered guitarist simply snapped. That was a controversial night. Should he enjoy the memories 


or curse the man now, when no hair or hide was seen. Nobody cared. 


Fall and spring. He was dangerous. Sometimes cold, sometimes on fire. Touring was what it was. Life was what it 
was. Jani kept up his own charade, Tony his own. However, behind the backs of others, truth was different. 
Every summer day, when they escaped everyone, ended the same. Jani begging Tony either hit or bite.. It got 
out of hand after that one Midsummer. Reckoning night.. reckoning day.. 


They hadn't seen each other in weeks. When they once got a chance to be alone in Tony's home, minding the 
dog, they were, like always, ending up to bed. Jani's body was covered in bruises and bitemarks. Tony always bit 
him in the right shoulder; his left was littered with healing marks. Tony saw red. 


He woke up the next morning. Alone. Dana sat nearby, whining and looking at her dear master. Her bowls were 
full and the leash was in different place than before. Jani was nowhere to be found. The whole house was 
cleaned. Something had happened and the guitarist had tried to fix it. He never found out what had happened. 
Jani told he had grown weary of it all and left the city. Permanently. Frustration surfaced in the form of 


songs. 


Summers Tony kept himself busy, so he didn't need to think about Liimatainen. Elias was steady as bedrock and 
kept them all calm. Soon Sonata Arctica didn't even remember, that they had had another guitarist. If 
somebody reminded, they cracked cruel jokes about him. Kakko strangled all the ghosts from his past. 


Festival summer, once again. There was no need to look for a certain redheaded guitarist from nearest place 
they sold booze. Those runaways were always other people. During warm evenings, when he was sitting by the 
river and watching the sunset, while swatting away the bugs, Tony amused himself by sending a message to 


Liimatainen, wherever he was. He never got a reply. 


After he decided to take a little trip, alone, Tony ended up in another harbor city, Vaasa. Bigger and more city 
like maze got the singer lost in a place where nobody glanced at him twice. A familiar figure walking along the 
wide sidewalk on the other side of the marketplace got his attention away from his ice cream. His heart 


skipped few beats. They ended up sitting on the same bench by the fountain. Jani was more focused on his 
phone than on anybody who might sit few feet away. 


"Jani?" 


iPhone dropped on the cobblestone and flew apart, all big parts skittering into different directions. It was hard 
to say, which had been startled more, Tony by Jan's reaction, or Jani that the singer was suddenly next to 


him. 


‘Long time no see.." Tony continued and put the phone back together with one hand, giving it the rightful owner. 
No reply this time either. Sun was shining and the whole city was warm, kids splashed away in the fountains if 
their parents weren't fast enough. It was summer, Jani's season, but he was a shadow, a shell of something 


with very little life left. The flame had gone out, or hidden from Tony's eyes. 
"Go away." 


To Tony, that voice was cold. Colder than the coldest day of the winter, combined with the harsh northern 
wind. Beat up iPhone creaked in the tattooed fist. 


"Is that all | deserve?" he had to ask, he wanted to hear much more, wanted to hear his voice again. So what, 


if it gnawed those wounds deeper than an infection? Maybe on spiritual level, he was a masochist. 
“There is nothing left between us." 

"Everything. There is everything still between us. We never cleared our records. Didn't even start that." 
"Tony, no! 

"Jani-" 


"Drop it already." came the faint reply that quieted Tony faster than a bellowed out command to shut the 
fuck up. Had he gone too far? Jani was always the one who screamed profanities at your face when he lost it. 
He was the one who threw things and was have to be held down by force until he calmed. Something had 


changed. It finally dawned to Tony that Jani had changed. Sure he himself had, but not to this extent. 


"You've changed." the older man said quietly, leaning against the backrest of the bench with a sigh. They 
watched pigeons inch closer to Tony, who had forgotten his ice cream. It had melted partially and was trickling 
along Tony's hand. He finished it off quickly and tossed the waffle to the pigeons, who set to destroy it in 


seconds. 


"Had to. | was in a dead end," Jani answered, voice void of any emotion, simply handing a folded napkin from his 
pocket to the other man to wipe his hand clean with. "Sometimes.. you just have to spin your life around and 


start anew in some other place." 


"You just vanished. You didn't answer to letters or texts..." 

"What | would have replied?!" came the already frustration laced toss back. 

"Heck, | didn't even know were you alive." 

"Does it matter’? Have a nice rest of your life.." the guitarist mumbled, cold as the iceberg that sunk Titanic. 
He got up and left, leaving Tony sit in the middle of sunny Vaasa. Game was over. Pieces gone in their separate 


ways and the die was cast and lost. Game results so dearly cherished were tossed to the slimy water of the 


fountain. Sun was no longer warm: it was cold and yellow. 


